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To Samuel Looker l	34, Queens Gate Gardens, S.W.
September 21, 1918
dear mr, looker,
Your letter gave me very great pleasure.
Nothing has given me greater pleasure than occasionally
receiving letters from strangers telling me that they liked
my booKs and found them useful: and I think I value
almost more than any those which have come from
men like yourself. You can guess that nothing encourages
a writer more than to get such letters, and I owe some
friendships which I value very much to them, especially
that of Alfred Williams, the Hammerman Poet, as some-
one named him,, who is indeed a wonderful man, having
taught himself English literature, and much of French,
Latin, and Greek, in the scanty leisure—not leisure at all,
I am afraid I should almost call it—of a worker at the
Great Western forges at Swindon. He is now in the Army
and writes me very interesting letters. What you say of
yourself and what literature has been to you interests me
very much. You are evidently one of the happy people
who have been from the first given that great gift of a
love of poetry and nature which can never be taken away
—the highest sort of that inexhaustible love of reading,
which Gibbon said he would not exchange for the treasures
of the Indies.
It was very pleasant for you to get that notice in the
Weekly Dispatch, and I can imagine your pleasure* I shall
never forget myself receiving the letter which for the first
time announced the acceptance of one of my articles—
after many rejections. You must not be disappointed that
your poems do not pay their way. I daresay there are not
twenty poets whose works do. I like what you have sent
me, but I do not think they would pay. They do some-
thing which is perhaps better, in bearing witness to the
secret of happiness you have in you. I like your essay, too,
ia which you show you haye got hold of the root of the
* Sec p. 18.

